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"Heroics! The whole thing could have been done in reasonable
comfort. In this country everything has to be done with the maximum of
discomfort. If you enjoy a thing, there must be something wrong with it.
The only acceptable religion is one which condones poverty and suffering
and the only thing which provokes laughter is another's distress! Anyhow,
a man will do anything to become a schoolboy's hero, even play cricket."
He told me that Charlotte and he were going to stay in London
because their housekeeper had to have an immediate operation. I urged
that London was no place for them but he only laughed.
"Have no fear on my account. Let it get about in Germany that I'm
in London and they won't touch the place. Haven't I said that I entirely
agree to the Herrenvolk idea? By all means let the Germans think they
are the chosen people; I want the negroes to think that the black face is
the mark of a superior people, I want the Chinese to be convinced that
only those with yellow skins are human and as to the Indians, it goes
without saying that they are the elect. The Irish already know they are
nearest perfection, and all that is needed is the universal use of Gaelic.
Let each use his own tongue only and refuse to mix with contemptible
inferiors, except to destroy them. Anyhow I'd like to see what London is
like and to hear what they talk about at Marble Arch. Even if we do go,
it wouldn't matter very much, we've had a pretty long innings."
A woman drove her tractor towards us, stopped it and asked the time.
"I think I'll do another couple of hours," she said when we told her.
"I have watched this woman," I said while we watched her circling
the field. "She works much too hard. She leaves her house spotlessly
clean before she starts out in the early morning. How superior to the
women in the Golden Staircase, the degenerate women of the pre-
Raphaelites. When you see those paintings, you want to say:
'Has God, thou fool! Worked solely for thy good,
Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food?' "
We had now reached the gate but he wouldn't go in without telling
me that the pre-Raphaelite women were far from being degenerate.
"Mrs. Morris made a startling impression on me. When she came into
her drawing-room in her strangely beautiful garments, looking at least
eight feet high, the effect was as if she had walked out of an Egyptian
tomb, at Luxor. She was the silentest women I had ever met."
He shook hands and walked rapidly into the quiet house.